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Now that the quest is over, Sheba learns of her origin and is 
given a choice: her place of birth or the place where she 
grew up? 


The Call of Anemos 


The Call of Anemos 


Sheba awoke with a start and sat up. She placed a hand 
over her chest, feeling the rapid beating of her heart against 
her ribcage. Sheba closed her eyes, breathing in and out 
deeply, trying to think about what had awoken her so 
suddenly. Right, she'd had a dream. Somebody was telling 
her to wake up and it had sounded urgent. Her gaze swept 
around the room. Nothing was out of the ordinary. She 
reached for the glass of water on the nightstand and raised 
it to her lips, taking a few sips. 


Once she was calm, Sheba lay back down. She closed her 
eyes and turned over, attempting to return to the land of 
slumber. 


Sheba... 


Sheba let out a gasp, her eyes flying open. What was that 
voice? The other occupants of the room were fast asleep so 
where had that voice come from? Maybe it was coming from 
outside the room? 


Come outside. 


Or maybe it was in her head? Sheba sat up again, pushing 
back the covers. Whoever it was, it probably wasn't a threat. 
She was too curious not to go anyway. She put on her shoes 
and quietly left the room. 


Sheba was not the only one awake. Someone else heard her 
footsteps as she went through the hallway. 


Ivan sat up at the sound, frowning. He wondered who would 
be getting up at this time of night. What if it was an 
intruder? He leaped out of bed and quickly made his way to 
the door, looking out to see who it was. Ivan just barely 
caught sight of a silhouette disappearing around the corner. 


Sheba? Whatever could she be up to in the middle of the 
night? Best to go after her just in case, he supposed, just to 
be sure. No telling what could happen at night. 


Sheba left the inn and stood, staring up at the sky studded 
with stars. It sure was nice to look at the sky on a clear night 
such as this. She saw the full moon hanging in the sky, 
letting off a luminous glow. 


Sheba. Come outside the village. 


She had to go all the way outside? Well, it was fine, it wasn't 
like a few Vermin were going to be a concern or anything. 
She made her way through the village. Vault was so quiet at 
this time with everyone being fast asleep in their beds. 
Behind her, Ivan came outside and caught sight of her 
heading through the village exit. 


She was even leaving the village? Ivan found this quite 
perplexing indeed. What in the world could she be up to? It 
was so late. He hurried after her. 


Stop. That's far enough now. 


Sheba halted, looking around. It was so dark, she couldn't 
see a thing. She tensed, staying alert and listening for even 
the faintest noise but there was nothing to be heard. In the 
silvery light of the moon, she could barely make out the 
trees in the distance. "Is anyone there?" Honestly, who had 
called her all the way out of the village in the middle of the 
night? There had better be a good reason for this. 


Look up. 


All Sheba could see as she did so was the sky. There was 
nothing out of place about it. All she saw were the clusters of 
twinkling stars scattered around, surrounding the moon. 
What was she supposed to be looking at? 


There was a bright flash. Sheba recoiled, covering her eyes 
for a second. She brought her hand down and gasped. There 
was a Shining light coming from the moon, giving off a 
brilliant aura as it shone down just in front of her. 


"Whoah." Sheba blinked and rubbed her eyes. "What is 
this?" She couldn't believe her eyes. 


We have been watching you for a long time, Sheba, the 
Chosen One. You were the child of prophecy, sent down to 
Weyard to fulfil your role in the quest to save the world. Now 
Weyard is saved. 


"Child of prophecy," Sheba repeated, staggering back and 
Shaking her head. "I was sent down? Yes, of course. | fell 
from the sky, didn't I?" She raised her head, staring up at 
the moon. "The moon? | came from there? That's where | was 
born?" 


Correct. You were born here in Anemos, which the people of 
Weyard have come to call the moon. 


"No way." Sheba covered her mouth. A stinging sensation 
pricked the back of her eyes and she drew air sharply 
through her nostrils. All this time she had wondered where 
she had come from and now the answer was right in front of 
her. No wonder she had never found any trace of her origins 
in her travels. "But why? Why contact me after all this time? 
Do you have any idea how long I've been wondering? My 


whole life, | wanted to know where | was from. | never even 
knew who my parents were!" 


We could not contact you sooner for it was important that 
you were not distracted from your destiny. Now that has 
been fulfilled. Now then, child of Anemos, we have an offer 
to make to you. 


"What's that?" Sheba blinked. A couple of tears glided down 
her cheeks. 


Would you like to return to the place of your birth? 


Sheba's jaw hung down as the words sank in. She was being 
invited back to the moon, the place where she had been 
born? The very idea seemed ludicrous. Could she really just 
go off to the moon like that? And what about her friends, or 
the family she had back in Lalivero? How could she just 
disappear on them all without a word? 


The choice is yours. Choose your birthplace or choose the 
place where you grew up. 


Sheba looked down at her feet, shaking her head. This was 
all so much to take in. Not only had she just learned her 
origins, she was even being offered a chance to return? How 
could she possibly make a choice so lightly? Anger burned 
inside of her. Just who did these people think they were, 
dumping all this on her out of the blue? For a moment, she 
wanted to give them a piece of her mind. 


Then a thought occurred to her. Her biological parents might 
still be alive up there. She could meet them. Her heart 
thumped faster and she swallowed, attempting to moisten 
her dry mouth. Even though she had people who raised her, 
she had often wondered about her biological parents. What 
kind of people were they? 


"What should | do?" Sheba whispered, digging her fingers 
into her palms. The knuckles of her hands grew white. "I 
don't know." 


"Sheba?" 


Sheba gasped and whirled around. "Ivan? How long have 
you been there?" 


“Long enough to hear most of it all." Ivan smiled sheepishly. 
"Sorry. | heard you leaving the inn and wondered what you 
were up to. | certainly wasn't expecting something like this." 
He stared at the beam of light. "It's amazing." 


“There's where | was born." Sheba turned her gaze toward 
the moon. "Anemos. And they are giving me the chance to 
go back home. | could see my real parents. But... will | be 
able to come back to Weyard?" 


It will not be easy. Travelling between Weyard and the moon 
takes considerable power. 


"So | might not be able to come back?" Sheba wrapped her 
arms around herself and shivered. "But... | can't just leave 
everyone here, can I? Still, | could finally see my real 
parents, couldn't I? They are still alive, right?" 


They are. 


"Sheba. Think it over carefully," Ivan said. "You don't want to 
make a choice you'll regret." 


"I know," Sheba choked out. "But | could see my mother and 
father at last. | really was happy with my family back in 
Lalivero, but there was always a hole. | always wondered 
about them, my real parents, where | came from. | just don't 
know, what should | do?" 


"I can't make that choice for you. But do you think you will 
be happy up there?" 


"| don't know. | have no idea what kind of place it is or what 
the people are like. | do know though that | was very happy 
down here, living in Lalivero. My father and mother, that is, 
Faran and his wife, were always very kind to me, and | have 
a little brother too. | love them. Then there's my friends." 


"Right. Everyone would be sad to see you go. | would, too. 
You would miss us too, wouldn't you?" 


"Of course | would." Sheba's voice quivered. "I would really 
miss everybody. Even if | was born on the moon, Weyard is 
still the place where | grew up. It's still my home!" 


"Then it sounds like your mind is already made up, doesn't 
it?" 


"I Suppose you're right." Sheba drew in a shaky breath and 
looked up toward the moon. "I've made my decision. | will 
stay on Weyard." 


Very well. 


"However." Sheba swallowed, pushing back the lump in her 
throat. "Is there still a chance | might be able to see my 
parents or hear their voices? Please, just give me this one 
opportunity, | beg you!" 


There was a long, painful silence. Sheba held her breath, 
aware of her heart rapidly thumping. 


We can allow that. 


Sheba gasped. Fresh tears brimmed in her eyes. At last, it 
was here, the moment she had dreamed of. She trembled 


with excitement as two human forms slowly took shape in 
front of her. A man and woman stood side by side, the light 
from the beam shining through their transparent bodies. 


"Hello, Sheba." The woman clasped her hands, a soft smile 
gracing her delicate features. "It is wonderful to be able to 
talk to you at last." 


"Yes. We have waited a long time for this moment," said the 
man. "To finally be able to speak to our daughter. We have 
always been watching you from the moon." 


"You have?" Sheba stared at them in amazement. She could 
see she had taken after her mother, who had long blonde 
hair and green eyes while her father had purple hair and 
eyes. "Ever since | was born?" 


"Yes. It was prophesied that you would have to be sent down 
to Weyard's surface, in order to fulfil your role in the quest. It 
was not easy for us, believe me." The woman lowered her 
head. "But we understood the importance of sending you 
away. You were happy here on Weyard, weren't you?" 


"Of course. My family in Lalivero took such good care of me. 
They are very kind and wonderful people." Sheba paused, 
swallowing the lump in her throat. "But all these years, | 
wondered where | came from. | always wanted to know the 
truth behind my birth. | hoped | would learn the truth on this 
quest, but | found out nothing until now." Her chest hitched 
and she let out a small sob. Tears streamed down her 
cheeks. "I never imagined that | came from the moon, of all 
places. | had no idea. I'm so happy that | could finally learn 
the truth." 


"We are sorry for that," said her father. "If only we could 
have..." He shook his head. "Of course, there was nothing we 


could do. Your life was already decided by the prophecy. 
Even your own name." 


"My name... that's right, Faran and his wife gave me my 
name." Sheba knew well enough, the only thing she had 
come down to Lalivero with was the blanket wrapped around 
her body. 


"Yes. We couldn't even name our own child. We raised you 
for a few months before the time came to send you down. It 
was very hard parting with you but we had to do it for the 
sake of Weyard," said her mother. "It makes me so glad that 
you had a loving family, and friends too. Thank goodness 
you were happy." 


"Mmm." Sheba remembered the presence of Ivan and turned 
around. "Oh, this is lvan. He's one of the people | traveled 
with." 


Ivan jerked his head up, startled by the mention of his name. 
"Er. Nice to meet you." He seemed vaguely uncomfortable. 


"Nice to meet you too," said the woman. 


"Thank you for being by our daughter's side," added the 
man. 


"So..." Sheba bit her lip, looking from one parent to the 
other. "Are you upset that | chose to stay on Weyard?" 


“Of course not, dear," said her mother. "You have spent your 
whole life down here on Weyard. It's only natural that you 
would want to stay with your adopted family and friends. 
The elders thought that you deserved to know your origins 
and wanted to give you the chance to return to your 
birthplace now that the quest was over. We understood that 
you were likely to choose the place you had grown up." 


"Please don't let us affect your decision. All that matters is 
that you are happy and we don't wish to take that away from 
you. You may continue to live out your life with your friends 
and family. Weyard is your home." 


"Thank you." Sheba sniffled, reaching up to wipe tears from 
her eyes. "I'm so glad | was able to talk to you both. | finally 
got to learn where I'm from. I'm really happy. I'll never forget 
this. Do you think we'll ever be able to talk again?" 


"Maybe." Her mother smiled wistfully. "It's certainly not 
impossible." 


"We will always be watching over you, our dear daughter," 
said her father. "May you continue to have a happy life." 


Sheba just nodded, sniffling some more. 


"I'm afraid we can't project ourselves for much longer." The 
woman's form was flickering. "It takes a lot of energy. We 
must go now. Goodbye, Sheba, my beloved daughter. I'll 
always be thinking of you." 


"G-goodbye," Sheba choked out. Her parents faded away 
and the beam of light disappeared. She stared up at the 
moon, feeling a deep pang in her chest. 


"Sheba?" Ivan approached her. "Are you alright?" 


"I... yes. I'm fine." Sheba turned around and forced a smile, 
though she couldn't hold back a sniffle. Her eyes were red 
and puffy. 


"I'm really happy for you." Ivan glanced up at the moon. 
"You even got to see your parents." 


"Yeah." Sheba exhaled. "It was nice to be able to meet them. 
I wish we could have had more time to talk, but..." 


"You might be able to see them again at least, so that's 
something." 


"Yes." Sheba looked at Ivan, noticing the sadness in his 
expression. "Are you thinking about your own parents?" 


"Well, my mother. | don't know anything about my father, 
but | assume he's not around either." 


"Right. Your mother died, didn't she?" Sheba said quietly, 
lowering her head. 


"The pain of giving me up was just too much to bear. It 
makes me sad to think | never got to know her." Ivan 
exhaled and shook his head. "Sorry, | shouldn't be going on 
like this when you've just got to meet your parents." 


"No, it's fine." Sheba looked up at the moon again. "Both of 
us had to leave the people who gave birth to us because of a 
prophecy. | can't imagine how painful it must be, sending 
your own child away." 


"| can't, either." Ivan glanced at her. "You're happy with the 
decision you made, aren't you?" 


"Yes. | don't regret it. The people who brought me into this 
world may be up there, but my family and my friends are 
down here on Weyard. This is my home." Sheba turned her 
smiling face toward Ivan. "Thank you." 


"Huh?" 


"For coming after me. I'm glad | could have had someone 
with me." 


"Oh, well, it's no big deal, really." Ivan looked bashful. 


"Anyway, we should head back now." Sheba clasped her 
hands behind her back as she started off back the way they 
had come. "I can't wait to see the look on everyone's faces 
tomorrow when | tell them I was born on the moon." 


"Neither can I," Ivan said, following her back into the village. 


